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"Just a little bit longer, just take like, two more minutes.” James’ voice came through the backstage 
microphones, those that played through the bugs in each band member's ears, breathy and shallow. Kirk heard 
him, although just barely, over the sound of his own squealing guitar. There was no doubt that Lars heard too, 
had it not been for the fact that his bug was out of his ear and hanging around his sweaty neck 


The crew had been in Washington that night. Everyone in the crowd looked just as dreary and droopy eyed as 
the schmucks that walked around outside the venue, but they all assumed that was just what Washington folk 
were like. They didn't pay it much mind; they put on the same show they had been for the entirety of the 
Damaged Justice tour, complete with break after break of instrumental solos. Kirk's "Doodle", as it was always 
playfully etched onto a piece of copy paper that they called their setlist. The first one was for both Kirk and 
Jason; Jason would linger onstage while the other three disappeared and the spotlight focused on him, sitting at 
the edge of the stage with his bass in his lap and a pedal beneath his right foot. After a good chunk of time 
Kirk would come out and join him, and play through the little clips of songs they decided to jam to together 


that night. Then James and Lars would come back to the stage and everything was back to normal, like magic. 


And the show went on, no question, no second thought. 

The second break consisted of only Kirk and his solo. This one was longer. Only Kirk stayed behind this time. 
The time came for Kirk to have his solo in Seattle that night. The lights went out for a moment and all he saw 
were the flashlights of the security men, leading Lars out backstage. He watched the flickering lights of the 


crowd as they anticipated the next sequence, curious as ever. 


Then he cought James, slipping by with a towel around his neck, looking as though he were about to perform 
some wild operation He motioned to Kirk, and tapped the bug in his ear. He mouthed the word, "Listen!" 


And disappeared backstage. 

Jason followed. 

This, all within two seconds. And then the spotlight found Kirk, and he stepped up to the crowd. 

While Lars shuffled away with his team of security cronies, James grabbed Jason by the upper arm and 
tugged him away from the stampede of people. The hallways were just as dark as the stage, and to what little 
foresight they allowed, Jason at least had some idea that he was being pulled into a dressing room. Without a 


word, or even a telling look from James he knew where he was headed and he knew what for. 


Which is why he was so very confused when his heart started pounding away, harder and faster than before, 


when the door shut behind him and he was left in total darkness. 


"Hetfield and Newsted, back on in about 6 minutes." Came a robotic sounding voice in the ears of both men. 


Besides the echo, all that could be heard in the dark room was James’ breathing, and a small giggle. 
Jason's hands found their way to James shirt and tugged him until their mouths were together. 


Kirk's squealing guitar could be heard from every nook and cranny of the venue. It was impossible to forget 


where they were, but for a second, Jason almost felt like he did. 


Jason wasn't exactly a stranger to making out in dark, sweaty rooms with his band's frontman but this was 


the first time it had happened in such a hurried and risky way. 


Leave it to lonely life on the road for the need to pin someone against a brick wall and jam your tongue down 


their throat to become so unbearable that you pop an unrelenting boner onstage. Twofold. 


James' hands were on Jason's hips, pinning him to the wall behind him. It was such a loveless, purely instinctual 


kiss that both men's bodies overcast their line for the amount of time that was available to them. 


5 minutes left. 


James' mouth dragged along Jason's jaw until he was kissing his neck. Jason threw his head back, right into the 


brick wall, and whispered, "We don't have time, we can‘t-" 

He felt James’ greedy paw slip over to the imprint of a dick in his pants. He melted into the contact. 

"Shut the fuck up and do what | make you do." 

Jason swallowed all the words he had geared up and nodded. 

James’ fingers managed to unzip Jason's jeans and fumble with the zipper with the other hand tangled up in 
his hair. If this was happening it was happening fast and James was wasting no time. It did come as a shock, 
however, that James was sacrificing his time to get Jason off and not forcing him onto his knees to fix his 


own little problem. 


He could only imagine that James was going to hold this over his head, and ask for a favor later on in the 


night. 


Jason barely managed to stifle his satisfaction from reaching the mic (attached to, but pulled away from his 
face) when James’ sweaty hand wrapped around his cock. It was freed from the tight, nearly decade old jeans 


he'd forced himself into. 

4 minutes left. 

James was pleased to see how thoroughly rattled Jason had become through all of his advances through the 
right so far. He was rock solid, no doubt about it, but his knees also trembled and his breathing was as erratic 


as ever. Like he'd been stricken with stage fright that never existed. 


James planted a bit of a sloppy kiss on Jason's neck before spitting into his own palm. Jason, pinned and 


pressing himself to the cold wall, let out a nervous sigh. 


"Make any noise," James whispered, coldly, into Jason's free ear as he wrapped his slick hand back around his 


dick, “and | will send you back on stage just like this." 

3 minutes. 

James moved his tight fist back and forth like the clock was a ticking time bomb, and Jason unraveled 
underneath it. He threw his head back again, attempting to keep a groan from escaping his chest, and gripped 
the cloth of James’ shirt tight. 


The blonde kicked Jason's feet further apart with his dirty Reeboks, and gained utmost control over him. All he 
could do was allow James to steadily, but quickly, jerk him off. Not like he would protest. 


"You better hurry up, Newkid," James demanded. Even in the form of a hot whisper on his neck Jason knew he 
was fucked if he didn't do whatever James said He was lucky. He was the one that got the attention tonight. 
God be with him if he fucked it all up. 

Jason tried to nod but the grip on his throat was nothing to fight with. 


He was given another rough, sloppy kiss that lasted nothing more than a second before James pulled back and 
left his forehead to rest on Jason's. 


Jason breathed hard against James and grit his teeth. 

"Two minutes, Hetfield and Newsted, back out to stage." 

"Come on Newkid, cum for me." 

James’ arm barred against the wall as he leaned. His feet were placed to the inside of Jason's, and Jason 
almost felt himself slipping as his composure did such. His fingers dropped the cloth on James’ chest and 


tangled up inside James’ frizzy, huge mass of blonde waves. 


"Just a little bit longer, take like, two more minutes." James spat out the words far louder than a whisper and 


it startled Jason before he realized they weren't for him. 


His vision was getting foggy, and James’ hand started twisting. He wasn't prepared for the switch-up, and 


groaned out loud. James’ hand landed over his mouth. 
"No can-do, | more minute." 


The voice came back but it wasn't Kirk James heard them as almost a threat and kept up the twisting motion 
on Jason's now throbbing cock, almost worried now. 


"Come on fucker," 
Jason felt his toes curl in his Cons and grabbed James by the hair, directing him back into that same sloppy, 
uncoordinated kiss. His knees buckled and his heart finally pounded hard enough for him to cum, hard, into 


James’ palm. 


The kiss broke and Jason was left with James’ thumb in his mouth, parting his jaw. James shoved two fingers 
of his other hand, slicked with hot cum, into Jason's mouth before pushing him into the wall. 


He hadn't any time to recover from his rushed orgasm before he heard the words, "Out to stage in I0!" In his 
ear. He shuddered against the wall, struggling to get his jeans up over his waist, all his hair in his sweaty face. 


"Clean yourself up, Newkid," James barked, wiping sweat off his forehead. 
"We got a show to finish. And after that, you're making it up to me." 


James opened the door, and hopped back onto the stairs like nothing happened, reaching for a guitar. 
He was right. 
James DID expect a favor. 


You never did get anything for free. 


